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many people. As though, indeed, someone had
said to her about her father: * Fielding would
not have drawn such a character.' No, but there
were ghosts outside the books of Mr. Fielding and
Mr. Richardson. But were there? Was it not
merely the colic? How real were Georges' terrors?

* Very real,' whispered a shadow by Rosthwaite.

* I spent my life in fighting them.'   * Balderdash/
said Will Henries and all the Herries.

But if only she herself could go one way or
another! At one moment she wanted to shake
Georges by the shoulders, to wake him thoroughly
from a silly dream; at another she had only to
close her eyes, and young Stane, the wart on
his eyelid, his mouth curled contemptuously,
his clothes wringing wet, crawled from the Tarn
and slipped up the field towards her. Two events
showed her very sharply the division between her
two worlds. One was an unexpected letter from
Francis. He wrote from Bournemouth saying
that he had intended to send her a letter * weeks
back ' but had been so closely occupied . . .
Closely occupied in Bournemouth?

He was staying with Prosper and Amelia
Cards. He had been there for some weeks.
Judith, remembering the Ball, whispered to
herself: * Jennifer.'

... At first, dear Judith, I will be honest and
confess that I found the country so desolate that I could
have drowned myself. But there have been ameliorations,
and now I find myself hanging on when the season is
inclement and London calls. Moreover, my conscience
tells me that I should come North and assist poor Deborah